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The whining grew Inmlcr. Mr. Duliciiiiy »t up in bed. ”I» lie your |»up," he demanded, "or it he not your pup, Mrs. Dohcnny?" 
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, MBROSE! Ambrose dear!” 

The new Mrs. Dohenny 
put down the book she was 
rending—Volume Dec to 
Krd of the eneyelopedia. 

"Yes, Cordelia dear." Mr. Do- 
benny's tone was fraught with 
the tender solicitude of the re¬ 
cently wed. Fie looked up from 
his book—Volume Odd to Put of 
the encyclopedia. 

“Ambrose, we must get a dog!" 

"A dog, darling?" 

His tone was still tender, hut a 
thought lacking in warmth. Ills 
smile, he hoped, conveyed the im¬ 
pression that while he utterly approved of Cordelia 
herself personally, her current idea struck no re¬ 
sponsive chord in his bosom. 

“Yes, a dog.” • 

•She sighed as she gazed at a large framed steel 
engraving of tandscer’s St. Rernards that nrcupied 
a space on the wall until recently tenanted by n 
crayon enlargement of her first husband in his lodge 
regalia. “Such noble creatures," she sighed. “So in¬ 
telligent. And so loyal.” 

"In the Iwmks they are,” murmured Mr. Dohenny. 

"Oh, Ambrose," she protested with a pout. "How 
can you say such a thing? Just look at their big 
ryes, so full of soul. What magnificent animals! So 
full of understanding and fidelity—and ” 

"Fleas?” suggested Mr. Dohenny. 

Her glance was glacial. “Ambrose, you are poai- 
tively cruel.” she said, tiny, injured tears gathering 
in her wide blue eyes. He was instantly penitent. 

“Forgive me, dear,” he begged. “1 forgot. In the 
hooks they don't have 'em, do they? You see. pre¬ 
cious. I don't take as much stock in books as I used 
to. I’ve been fooled so oftrn." 

“They’re lovely books,” said Mrs. Dohenny, some 
what mollified. “You said yourself that you adorr 

dog stones.” Digitized by 


One-Man Dog 


What i« a one-man dog? “One that loves his 
owner, and nobody else,” Mr. Dohenny was told 
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“Sure I do. honey.” said Mr. Dohenny, “but a man 
can like stories about elephants without wanting to 
own one, can't he?” 

“A dog is not an elephant. Ambrose.” 

He could not deny H. 

"Don't you remember," she pursued, rapturously, 
“that story we read. ‘Almost Human,’ about the kid 
die who was lost in a snowstorm in the mountains 
and the brave St. Bernard that came along with 
bottles of spirits around iU neck—St. Bernards al¬ 
ways carry them—and—" 

“Do the bottles come with the dogs?” asked Mr. 
Dohenny hopefully. 

She elevated disapproving eyebrows. “Ambrose," 
she said sternly, “don’t always be making jests about 
alcohol. It’s so common. You know when I married 
you, you promised never even to think of it again." 

“Yes, Cordelia," said Mr. Dohenny meekly. 

S HF! was beaming again. “Well, dear, what kind 
of a dog shall we get?" she asked briskly. He 
felt that all was lost. 

“Then- are dogs and dogs,” lie said moodily. “And 
1 don’t know anything about any of them.” 

•Til rend what it says here,” she said, Mrs. l>o- 


pedia, and felt that she would 
overtake it on almost any page 
now. 

"‘Dog.’ " she read, “‘is the Eng¬ 
lish generic term for the domes¬ 
ticated carnivorous quadruped of 
the variety of rom'i.’” 

“Well, III be darned!" ex¬ 
claimed her husband. "Is that a 
fact?" 

"Be serious, Ambrose, please. 
The choice of a dog Is no Jesting 
matter," she rebuked him, and 
then read on: ‘“In hoth the Old 
and New Testaments the dog is 
spoken of almost with abhorrenre; 
indeed, it ranks among the unclean beasts’—” 
"There, Cordelia.” cripd Mr. Dohenny, clutching at 
a straw, “what did I tell you? Would you fly in the 
face of the Good Book?” 

She did not deign to reply verbally; ahe looked re¬ 
frigerators at him. "‘The Egyptians, on the othrr 
hand,’" she read, a note of triumph in her voice, 
“‘venerated the dog, and when a dog died they 
shaved their heads as a badge of mourning' '* 

“The Egyptians did, hey?" remarked Mr. Dohenny, 
open disgust on his apple of face. "Shaved their 
own heads, did they? No wonder they all turned Is 
mummies. You can't tell me it's safe for n man l« 
shave himself; there ought to be a law against it.” 
Mr. Dohenny was in the barber business. 
I’nheedful of this digression, Mrs. Dohenny read 
on: " 'There are many sorts of dogs. Great Danes, 
mastiffs, collie*. Dalmatians, chows, Newfoundlands, 
poodles, setters, pointers, retrievers—Labrador and 
flat-mated—spaniels, beagles, dachshunds' —I’ll ad¬ 
mit they are rather nasty; they're the only sort of 
dog l can't hear—'whippets, otter hounds, terriers, 
including Scotch. Irish, Welsh. Skye, and fox, and St. 
Bernards. St. Bernards.' it says, ‘are the largest; 
thnir ears are small and their foreheads white and 
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of benignity and intelligence.’ Oh, Ambrose”—her 
eyes were full of dreams—“oh, Ambrose, wouldn't It 
be just too wonderful for words to have a great, hlg, 
beautiful dog like that?” 

"There isn't any too much room in this bungalow 
as it is. Better get a chow.” 

'You don’t seem to realize, Ambrose Dohenny,'* the 
lady replied with some severity, "that what I want a 
dog for is protection." 

“Protection, my angel? Cant I protect you?" 

"Not when you’re away on the road selling your 
shaving cream. Then's when I need some big, loyal 
creature to protect me.” 

‘‘Front what?” 

"Well, burglars.” 

“Why should they pome here?” 

"How about all our wedding silver? And then kid¬ 
nappers might come.” 

"Kidnappers? What could they kidnap?” 

“Me,” said Mrs. Dohenny. "How would you like to 
omr home from Zanesville or Bucyrus some day ami 
find me gone, Ambrose?** Her lip quivered at the 
thought. 

To Mr. Dohenny, privately, this contingency seemed 


remote. His bride was a plentiful lady of well- 
developed maturity, whose clothes did not conceal her 
heroic mold, albeit they fitted her as tightly as if 
her modiste were a taxidermist. However, he was 
in love; he preferred that she should think of herself 
a* infinitely clinging nnd helpless; he fancied the 
role of sturdy oak. 

“All right, Cordelia,” he gave in. patting her 
cheek. "If my angel wants a dog, she shall have one.” 

“And no mungles for me,” she stated flatly. “1 
hate mungles. I want a thoroughbred or nothing. 
One with a pedigree, like that adorably handsome 
creature there.” • 

She nodded toward the engraving of the giant St. 
Bernards. 

“But, darling.” objected Mr. Dohenny, “pedigreed 
pup* cost money. A dog can bark and bite whether 
he has a family tree ot not, can't he? We can’t 
afford one of these fancy, blue-blooded ones. I've got 
notes at the bank right now I don’t know how the 
deuce I'm going to pay. My shaving stick need* capi¬ 
tal. I can't he blowing in hard-earned dough on pups.” 

"Oh, Ambrose. 1 actually believe you—don't—care 
- whether I'm—kidnapped -or—not!” his wife he- 
c- n, a catch in her voice. A heart T5^ 


"Keep Vm lip! com¬ 
manded the burglar. 
Mr. Dohenny m»l an 
appealing look al the 
dog. but Pershing only 
wagged a friendly tail 
at the thief 


would have been melted by the pathos of her tone 
and face. 

“There, there, honey,” said Mr. Dohenny hastily, 
with an appropriate gesture, “you shall have your 
pup. But remember this, Cordelia Dohenny. He's 
yours. You are to have all the responsibility and 
care of him.” 

“Oh, Ambrose, you’re *o good to me,” she breathed. 

T HE next evening when Mr. Dohenny came home 
he observed something brown and fuzzy nestling 
in his Sunday velour hat. With a smothered ex¬ 
clamation of the kind that ha* no place in a romance, 
he dumped the thing out and saw it waddle away on 
unsteady legs, leaving him sadly contemplating the 
Btrnwherry silk lining of his best hat. 

“Isn't he a love? isn’t he just too sweet?" cried 
Mrs. Dohenny, emerging from the living room and 
catching the object up in her arms. “Come to mamma, 
sweetie pie. Did the nassy man -frighten my pre¬ 
cious Pershing?” 

“Your precious what?” 

“Pershing. I named him for a brave man and a 
fighter. I just know he’ll he worthy of it, when he 
grows up, and starts to protect me.” 


“In how many years?" inquired Mr. Dohenny 
cynically. 

“The man said he’d be big enough to be a watch 
dog in a very few months; they grow so fast." 

"What man said this?” 

"The kennel man. I bought Pershing at the La4- 
diebum-Stnithduff Kennels to-day,” She pau<cd ti 
kiss the pink muzzle of thr little animal; Mr. Dt>- 
henny winced at this, but she noted it not, ami 
rushed on: 

“Such an interesting place, Ambrose. Nothing but 
dogs and dogs and dogs- All kinds too. They even 
had one mean, sneaky-looking dachshund there: 1 
just couldn't trust a dog like t at Ugh! Well, | 
looked at all the dogs. The minute I saw Pershing 
I knew- he was my dig. His little eyes looked up »t 
me as much as to say: ‘I'll be yours, mistress, faith¬ 
ful to the death, 1 and he put nut the dearest little 
pink tongue and lirked my hand. 

"The kennel man said: 'Now ain't that wonder¬ 
ful, lady, the way he's taken to you? Usually k» 
growls at strangers. He's a one-man dog, all right, 
all right.' ” 

“A one-man dog?” said Mr. Dohenny blankly. 

“Yes. One that loves his owner, and nobody else 
That's just the kind 1 want.” 

“Where do I come in?” inquired Mr. Dohenny. 

“Oh, he'll learn to tolerate you, I guess,” she re¬ 
assured him. Then she rippled on: “I just had to 
have him then. He was one of five, but he already 
had a little personality all his own, although he'f 
only three weeks old. I saw his mother—a magnifi¬ 
cent creature, Ambrose, big as a Shetland pony and 
twiii- as shaggy, and with the most wonderful, ap¬ 
pealing eyes, that Innked at me as If it stabbed her 
to the heart to have her little one- taken from her. 
And such » pedigree! It covers pages. Her name i» 
Gloria Audacious Indomitable; the Audacious Indom- 
itahles are a very celehrated family of St. Bernards, 
the kennel man said.” 

“What about his father?” queried Mr. Dohenny, 
poking the liall of pup with his finger. 

"I didn't see him,” admitted Mrs. Dohenny. 

She snuggled I he pup to her capacious bosom. "So," 
she said, “it's whole name is Pershing Audacious In¬ 
domitable, isn't It, tweet urns?"' 

“It’s a swell name.” admitted Mr. Dohenny. “Er 
—Cordelia dear, how much did he cost?” 

She brought nut the reply quickly, almost timidly: 
“Fifty dollars.” 

“Fif—” His voice stuck in his larynx. “Great 
Canar’s ghost!” 

"But think of hi* pedigree." cried his wife. 

All he could say was: "Great Cwsar’s ghost! Fifty 
dollars! Great Cicsar's ghost!” 

“Why, we can exhibit him at bench shows," she 
argued, “and win hundreds of dollars in prizes. And 
his pups will he worth fifty dollars per pup easily, 
with that pedigree." 

"Great Cwsar’a ghost,” said Mr. Dohenny drspoaii 
cntly. "Fifty dollars! And the shaving-stick busi¬ 
ness all geflooey.” 

‘•He'll be worth a thousand to me ns a protector," 
she declared defiantly. “You wait and see. Ambrose 
Dohenny. Wait till he grows up to be a great, big, 
handsome, intelligent dog, winning prizes and pre¬ 
lecting your wife. He'll be the best investment wr 
cm made, you mark my words.” 

She began to feed Pershing from a nursing bottle. 

“Grade A milk, I suppose,” groaned Mr. Dohenny. 

“Cream,” she corrected calmly. “Pershing is no 
mungle. Remember that, Ambrose Dohenny.” 

I T waa a nippy, frosty night, and Mr. Dohenny. 
after much chattering of teeth, had succeeded in 
getting n place warm in the family bed. and wa» 
floating peacefully into a dream in which he got a 
contract for ten carload lots of Do benny’s Edible 
Shaving Cream—‘Moat leather, Shave, nnd l.icfc. 
That’s All!”—when his wife's soft knuckles prodded 
hint in the ribs. 

“Ambrose, Ambrose, do wake up. Do you hear 
that?” 

He sleepily opened a protesting eye. He heard faint, 
plaintive, whining sounds somewhere in the house. 
“It’s that wretched hound," he said crossly. 
“Pershing is not a hound, Ambrose Dohenny.” 
“Oh, all right, Cordelia, nil right. It’s that noble 
creature. G'night.” 

But the knuckles tattooed on his drowsy ribs again 
“Ambrose, he's lonesome.” 

No response. 

“Ambrose, little Pershing is lonesome.” 

“Well, suppose you go and sing him to sleep." 
“Ambrose! And us married only a month!" 

ny sat up <C'«wlfM>ec( on ;*»g< 18) 
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He Put a Town on the Map 



Y OU know those little towns th»t 
are just waiting for acme one to 
look them up and give them a 
push, itching to grow, but don't 
know just how to start—well, Porter¬ 
field, Wia.. was one of them. It is shown 
on the Rand McNally maps 
and is close to Marinette, on 
the C. M. & St. P. Railway. 

But you couldn't find the 
town in the dark; you never 
noticed it ag your train went 
through, and you were just 
a* liable to mis* it If you 
traveled by automobile. Now 
it is quite different since elec¬ 
tricity came to Porterfield. 

I suppose “How Electricity 
Came to Porterfield" would !«• 
a good title for this little ac¬ 
count, if I could get over the 
feeling that electricity did not 
come to that town, but was 
taken there and stayed because 
people, once awake to its value, 
wouldn’t let it go. 

That was a year ago. I 
was selling those small elec¬ 
tric-lighting plants—the ones 
that go for about f7U0, you 
know—and 1 was carting one 
across country on the hark 
of an automobile when I ran 
out of tobacco. !t was then 
that I noticed the store. 1 
didn't know it was a town 
then, for there were only four 
or five buildings in sight: the 
store thnt sells everything, 
from a two-ton farm tractor 
to a package of gum; the 
bank, slightly bigger than a 
grand piano case; the cheese 
factory; a railway station of 
the exaggerated box-car sort; 
the in* cream parlor — esti¬ 
mated capacity, three blushing maidens 
and the swains they took in with them 
—and the potato warehouse. That’s 
all. Sounds like rest-cure stuff. 

But I’ve dune several thousands of 
dollars’ worth of business with that 
storekeeper there. Not only sold him 
an electric-lighting plant, but we lit 
up the cheese factory, the potato ware¬ 
house, the bank, and the ice-cream par¬ 
lor. We would have lighted up the 
station too, only the railway company 
thinks it is too poor just now. That 


| H ' CHANTRY, who wov first prize in Collier's Salesman's 
*- J * Contest last near, tells how he look electticilu to Porter- 
field, a Wisconsin town of about one thousand inhabitants. 
Other Porterfields atcait (he salesman who can see and sell. 


Klcctririly did not come to Porterfield. Ini! wu* taken there and Stayed hecati-< 
people, once awoke to its value, w ouldn't let it go 


doesn’t matter much, though; the sta¬ 
tion ia not big enough to cast much of 

a shadow. 

With that as a starter I sold the 
womenfolk electric washing machines, 
electric vacuum sweepers, anil electric 
laundry irons. I’m sure they look 
younger every time I go to see them. 

Just to take the edge off the “every¬ 
thing going out and nothing coming in" 
sensation, I suggested that the poultry 
and agricultural journals have had a lot 
to say about kidding the hens with a 


couple of extra hours of light and col¬ 
lecting the price of it, plus, in eggs. 
That has worked so well that if the hens 
keep at it I’ll feel it’s up to me to sell a 
few electric incubators around there 
this spring to hatch out the chickens. 

Just now 1 am trying to get the store¬ 
keeper’s wife to use one of those elec¬ 
tric roffee percolators and an electric 
toaster. A little Inter on 1 shall intro¬ 
duce a few more of the electric devices. 
I don't want to rush it, but there are 
electric churns and ice-cream freezers 


and grills, to say nothing of hair 
curlers. 

I have not suid u word about th 
cheese factory yet 1 don't think I in 
giving away any state secrets when 1 
let it out that some of the finest “in- 
ported” Dutch, Italian, aaj 
Swiss cheeses are made it 
Wisconsin. One of the ml 
secrets of this business it 
“keep it dark.” Almost tfi «I 
the fancy varieties have t* M 
stored in the dark during tk 
time they require to ripen tu. 
develop their proper Am. 
This is why the storehouse if 
the imported cheeses at a Wtv 
cousin cheese factory rrsNakia 
ij the interior of a coal mu*. 
Moreover, a great many if 
tht-sc products, built on fir- 
eign models, are very suswjc- 
Ide to outside conditions. TV? 
will absorb any smell (hat tap- 

E ens to get near them, til 
erosene seems to fce one if 
their favorites. Kleetricity di 
something for thnt factory, 
Porterfield saw u light-I 
beg your pardon—wok* up, I 
moan. It in growing. Thai 
is going to Is- building tbm 
III the spring. I see when? I 
shall have to secure an onki 
to increase the size of tk 
“electricity work*.” Ot per¬ 
haps a new house owner at 
be brought into the market fe 
n water-supply system worbe 
by a quarter-horsepower motn 
Hot and cold water and a b»tb 
room are good talking points 
My little lighting plant it 
Porterfield, run by a iit|li 
cylinder gasoline engine, lui 
been working almost a jnt 
now. It wasn't a bad sale, but. bdirre 
me, it was a much better enter!rg 
wedge. 

Every time I hear the putt-putt of hi 
engine it sings to me: “There’s alwtn 
a market, even if you have to go ash 
it yourself." 

Nobody knew there was such a plat* 
as Porterfield until I found it I ptf 
Porterfield on the map as a mnrket ftr 
my line of goods, and 1 am going to m 
that it Btays there. Meanwhile I'm buy 
looking for more Porterfields. 


The One-Man Dog 

Ct9ssliniHsd from Jxar+ 4 


in bed. “Is he your pup,” he demanded, 
nrutorienlly, “or is he not your pup, 
Mrs. Dohenny? And, anyhow, why 
pamper him? He’s all right. Didn't I 
walk six blocks in the cold to a grocery 
store to get a box for hia bed? Didn't 
you line it with some of my best 
towels? Isn’t it under a nice, warm 
stove? What more can a hound—” . 

“Ambrose!" 

“—noble creature—expect?” 

He dived nto his pillow as if it were 
oblivion. 

"Ambrose," said his wife loudly and 
firmly. "Pershing is lonesome. Thor¬ 
oughbreds have such sensitive natures. 
If he thought we were lying here neg¬ 
lecting him, it wouldn’t surprise me a 
bit if he died of a broken heart before 
morning. A pedigreed dog like Pershing 
has the feelings of a delicate child.” 

Muffled word* came from the Do¬ 
henny pillow: “Well, whose one-man 
dog is he?” 

Mrs. Dohenny began to sniffle audi¬ 
bly. “I d-don*t believe you’d c-care if 
I got up and c-cnught my d-dcath of 
e-cold,” she said. “You know how easily 
I c-chill too. But I c-cant leave that 
poor motherless little fellow to cry his 
heart out in that big, dark, lonely 
kitchen. I’ll just have to get up and—” 

She stirred around as if she really 
Intended to. The chivalrous 
benny heaved up from his pll 


an irate grampus from the depths of 
a tank. 

"i’ll go." he grumbled, fumbling 
around with goosefleshed limbs for his 
chilly slippers. “Shall I tell him about 
Little Red Riding Hood or Goody Two 
Shoo*?" 

“Ambrose, if you speak roughly to 
Pershing, I shall never forgive you. 
And he won't either. No. Bring him 
in here.” 

“Here?” His tone was aghast; bar¬ 
bers are aseptic souls. 

“Yes, of course.” 

“In bed?" 

“Certainly." 

“Oh, Cordelia!" 

“We can’t leave him in the cold, 
can we?" 

“But, Cordelia, suppose he’s—sup¬ 
pose he ha*—” 

The hiatus was expressive. 

“He hasn’t.” Her voice was one of 
indignant denial. “Pedigreed dogs don’t. 
Why. the kennels were immaculate." 

“Humph,” said Mr. Dohenny dubious¬ 
ly. He strode into the kitchen and re¬ 
turned with Pershing in his arms; he 
plumped the small, bushy, whining ani¬ 
mal in bed beside his wife. 


“I suppose, Mrs. Dohenny. he said, 
“that you are prepared to take the con¬ 
sequences.” 

Hr., stroked the squirming thing 

W 1 !)^ Oft few emitted small, protesting bleats. 


“Don't you mind the nassy man, sweetie 
pie," she cooed. “Casting ’spersions on 
poor HI* lonesome doggie. Then, to her 
husband: “Ambrose, how can you sug¬ 
gest such a thing? Don’t stand there 
in the cold.” 

“Nevertheless," said Mr. Dohenny 
oracularly, as he prepared to seek slum¬ 
ber at a point as remote as possible in 
the bed from Pershing, “I’ll bet n dollar 
to a doughnut that I’m right.” 

Mr. Dohenny won his doughnut At 
three o’clock in the morning, with the 
mercury flirting with the freezing 
mark, he suddenly' surged up from hiB 

F allow, made twitching motions with 
huh* and shoulders, and stalked out 
into the living nxim. where be finished 
the night on a hard-boiled army cot. 
used for guests. 


A S the days hurried by, he had to ad¬ 
mit that the kennel man's predic¬ 
tions about the rapid growth of the 
animal seemed likely of fulfillment. In 
u very few weeks the offspring of 
Gloria Audacious Indomitable had at¬ 
tained uncouth proportions. 

“But, Cordelia,” said Mr. Dohenny, 
eying the animal as it gnawed indus¬ 
triously at the golden oak legs of the 
player piano, “isn’t he growing in a 
sort of funny way? He gets to look 


"You said yourself, Ambrose, liui 
you know nothing about dogs,” hia sik 
u minded him. "The legs always de¬ 
velop last. Give Pershing a chancels 
get his growth; then you’ll Bee.” 

Mr. Dohenny shrugged, unconvintri 

“It's time to take Pershing out In 
his airing,” Mr*. Dohenny obserrai 
“Now. Pershing precious, let maim 
put on your lil* blanket so you ran p> 
for a nice lil’ walk with your pupa. 1 ' 

"I'm not his papa,” growled Mr. Ds 
benny. "I’m no relation of his." 

“Now, Ambrose, run along with hnv' 

“They extended that note of mini r! 
the hank, Cordelia.” 

“Don’t let him eat out of ash on 
and don't let him associate ttt 
mangles." said Mrs. Dohenny. . .. 

Mr. Dohenny skulked along ha 
streets, now dragging, now bum 
dragged by the muscular Persian: 
It was Mr. Dohcnny’s idea to escape Ik 
attention of his friends, of whom tint 
were many in Granville, and who, d 
late, had shown a disposition to aw 
remarks about his evening promnak 
thut irked his proud spirit. But, ai kf 
rounded the comer of Cottage Hirer, ir 
encountered Charlie Meachum, tense 
ialist, clog fancier, wit. 

“Evening, Ambrose." 

“Evening, Charlie." 

Mr. iWihenny tried to ignore Pa¬ 
rking. to pretend that there w*s a 
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< mi flection between than, hut IVrshing 
ream! up on .stumpy hind le*-. niul 
.sought tu embrace Mr. Mearhum. 

"Whcrc'd you jet Oh' pooch?” in¬ 
quired Mr. Meaehani, with sum* in- 
trivst. 

“Wife*,” said Air. Dohenny hrictly. 
“Where’«! she And It?” 

"Didn’t find him. Bought l»in» nt 
faddi'eliurii Struthi/iiff Kennel*.’’ 

“Oho." whistled Mr. Meachani. 
"Pedigreedconfided Mr. Dohenny. 
"You don’t tell roc!” 

"Yep. Name’s Pershing." 

"Name’s what?” 

"Pershing. In honor of the great 
general.” 

Mr. Meachani leaned against n con¬ 
venient lamp-post; he seemed of a sud 
dm overcome by some powerful emotion. 

“What's the joke?" asked Mr. Do- 
benny. 

“Pershing!" Mr. Mcachnm was just 
■Ml to gel out. “Oh, nw. oh, my. That's 
rich. That’s a acre am.” 

“Pershing,’’ said Mr. Dohonny stout¬ 
ly, "Audacious Indomitable. You ought 
to see his pedigree." 

“I'd like to,” said Mr. Meacham. “I 
certainly would tike to.” 

He was studying the architecture of 
Pershing with the coot, appraising eye 
nf the expert. His eye rested for a long 
time on the short legs and lung body. 

“Dohenny,” he said thoughtfully, 
“haven't they got a dachshund up at 
those there kennels?” 

Mr. Dohenny knitted perplexed brows. 
“I believe they have,"he said. "Why?" 
“Oh, nothing," replied Mr. Meachani, 
struggling to keep a grip on his emo¬ 
tions which threatened to choke him. 
"Oh. nothing." Anil he went off, with 
Mr. Dohenny staring at his shoulder 
Mules which titillated oddly as Mr. 
Mracham walked. 

Mr. Dohenny, after n scries of tugs 
of war, got his charge home. A worry’ 
wormed its way into his brain like an 
auger into a pine plank. The worry 
became a suspicion. The suspicion be¬ 
came a horrid certainty. Gallant man 
that he was, and lover, he did not men¬ 
tion it to Cordelia. 

But after that the evening excursion 
with Pershing becumr his cross and his 
wormwood. He pleaded to be allowed 
to take Pershing out after dark; Cor¬ 
delia wouldn’t hear of it; the night air 
might injure his pedigreed lungs. In 
vain did he offer to hire a man—at no 
matter what coat—to take his place as 
companion to the creature which daily 
rrew more pronounced and remarkable 
as to shape. Cordelia declared that she 
would intrust no stranger with her dog: 
a Dohenny, and a Dohenny only, could 
rotort him. The nocturnal pilgrimage 
Iseamr almost unendurable after a 
total stranger, said to tie a Dubuque 
traveling man, stopped Mr. Dohenny on 
the street one evening and asked, grave¬ 
ly: “I beg pardon, sir, hut isn’t that 
animal a peagle?” 

“He is not a beagle,” said Mr. Do¬ 
henny shortly. 

“I didn’t say ’beagle."' the stranger 
tailed, “I said ‘peagle’—p-c-a-g l-e. 
“What’s that?” 

“A peagle.” answered the stranger,“is 
a cross between a pony and n beagle." 

It took three men to stop the tight. 

P EHSIUNG, as Mr. Dohenny per¬ 
ceived all too plainly, was growing 
more curious and ludicrous to the 
tye every day. He had the enormous 
head, the shaggy coat, and the benign. 
Intellectual face of Ills mother; but. 
alas, he hod the bandy, eastorlike legs 
of his putative father. He was an anti¬ 
climax. Everybody in Granville, wive 
Cordelia alone, seemed to realise the 
itark, the awful truth about Pershing's 
ancestry. Even he seemed to realize 
his own sad state; he wore- a shame¬ 
faced look as he trntted by the side of 
Ambrose Dohenny; Mr. Dohcnny's own 
features grew hangdog. Despite her 
•pouse’s hints, Cordelia never lost faith 
is Pershing. 

"Just you wait, Ambrose,” she said. 
“One of these fine days you'll wake up 
and find he has developed n full-grown 
*t of limbs.” 

“Mke a tadpole. I suppose,” he said 
“Joke all you like, Ambrose. But 


mark my words: you'll he proud of 
Pershing. Just look at him there, tak¬ 
ing in every word we say. Why, al¬ 
ready he can do everything but speak. 
I jusl know I could count on linn it I 
was in dunger fimu burglars or kid¬ 
nappers or anything. I'll feel so much 
safer with him in the house when you 
take your trip East next month." 

"The burglar that came on him in 
tin* dark would l«- scared to death," 
mumbled Mr. Dohenny. She ignored 
this aside. 

“Now, Ambrose,*’ she said, "take the 
comb and give him a good combing. I 


drafty railroad train, and wouldn't it 
tie foolish of him with a fortune in his 
grasp, so to speak, riot to lake every 
precaution against a possildy fatal 
illness? lb-sides, he knew that Cor¬ 
delia would never permit him to bring 
thu bottle into their homo. Hu pre¬ 
served it in the only way possible un¬ 
der the circumstances. When the train 
reached Granville, just after midnight, 
Mr. Dohenny skipped blithely from the 
car, made a sweeping bow to a milk 
can, cocked hia derby over his eye, 
which was uncommonly bright and 
playful, and started for home with the 


tated; he feared t'ordelia more than 
Pershing, lie tried cajolery. 

"Come, cuiim-, nice 111’ SL Bernard. 
Great big noble St. Bernard. Come for 
III'walk with Papa Dohenny. Nice Per- 
shin', nice Pvrailin' you dirty cur 

This last remark was due to the ani¬ 
mal'* earnest but only partially suc¬ 
cessful effort to fasten its teeth in Mr. 
Dohcnny’s calf. Pershing gave out a 
sharp, disappointed yelp. 

A white, shrouded figure nppcuml at 
the window. 

“Burglar, go way,” it said shrilly, 
“or I'll sic my savage St. Bernard on 



“He's already sicced, Cordelia," said 
a doleful voice. "It’s me, Cordelia. Your 
Ambrose.” 

"Why, Ambrose! How queer your 
voice sounds! Why don’t you come in?” 

“Pershing won’t let me,” cried Mr. 
Dohenny. “Call him in." 

"He won’t come," she wailed, “und 
I’m afruid of him at night like this." 
“Coax him in." 

“He won’t coax.” 

“Bribe him with food.” 

“You can’t bribe a thoroughbred.” 
Air. Dohenny put his hands on his 
hips and, standing in the exact center 
nf his lawn, raised a high, sardonic 
voice. 

"Oh, yes," he said; “oh, dear me, yes; 
I’ll live to be proud of Pershing. Oh, 
yes, indeed. I’ll live to love the noble 
creature. I’ll be glad I got up on cold 
nights to pour warm milk into his dear 
little stummick. Oh, yes. Oh, yes, he’ll 
be worth thousands to me. Here 1 go 
down to Washington, and work my head 
to the bone to keep u roof over us, and 
when I get hack I can’t get- under it. 
If you ask me, Mrs. Cordelia Do¬ 
henny, nee Gallup—if you ask me, that 
precious unimul of yours, that noble 
ervature is the multilist mutt that 
ever—" 

“Ambrose!” Her edged voice clipped 
his oration short. "You’ve Wen drink¬ 
ing!" 

“Well," said Mr. Dohenny in a Al¬ 
lowing voice, "1 guess a hound like that 
is enough to drive a person to drink. 
G’night, Cordelia; I’m going to sleep in 
the flower bed. Frozen petunias will be 
my pillow. When I’m dead and gone, 
lie kind to little Pershing for my sake.” 

“Ambrose! Stop! Think of the 

neighbor*. Think of your health. Come 
meticulous hut precarious step of tin- nto the house this minute." 
tight-rupe walker. 

It was his plan, carefully conceived, TTE tried to ohey her frantic com- 
to steal softly as thistledown falling on £j. mand, but the low-lying, far-flung 
velvet, into his bungalow without wak- bulk of Pershing Ducked the way, 

ing the sleeping Cordelia, to spend the a growling, fanged, hairy wall. Mr. 
TT was with a distinct sense of escape night on the guest cot, to spring up, Dohenny retreated to the flower bed. 

1 that Mr. Dohenny some weeks later fresh ii* a dewy daisy in the morn, und “What was it the Belgiums said?" he 
took a train fer Washington, where wake his wife with a smiling and coher- remarked. “They shall not push;” 
he hoped to have patented and trade- ent account of his trip. “Oh, what’ll I do, what’ll I do?” came 

marked hia edible shaving cream, a din- from the window, 

covery which he confidently expected 17F.RY quietly he tiptoed along the “Send for the militia,” suggested Mr. 
Would muk.- hU fortune \ l«Wn lending to his front door, his Doll i 

“Good-by, Ambrose,” said Mrs. Do- latchkey out and ready. But as be ‘T know,” cried his wife, inspired, 
henny. “I’il write you every day how was about to place a noiseless foot on “I'll send for a veterinarian. He’ll know 
Pershing is getting along. At the rate his porch, something low and dark what to do.” 

he’s growing you won’t know him when barred his path, und a bass and hostile “A veterinarian!" he protested loud- 
•you come hack. You needn’t worry growl brought him to an abrupt halt. ly. "Five bones a visit, and us the joke 


Pershing Audacious Indomitable,’' said Mr. Dohenny. "You ought to 
ice hie pedigree." 1 certainly would like to,“ said Mr. Meacham 


may enter him In a bench show next 
month.” 

"You ought to," remarked Mr. Do¬ 
henny, as he led Pershing away, "he 
looks like a bench.” 


snin , saia air. uonenny pieasanuy, dui lie couiu suggest mailing oeiccr. 
but remembering to pitch his voice in and presently an automobile discharged 
n low key. “Waiting on the porch to a sleepy and disgusted dog doctor at 
welcome Papa Dohenny! Nice 111’ Per- the Dohenny homestead. It took the 
shin’." combined efforts of the two men and the 

“Grrrrir, grrrrrr, grrrrrrrrrrrrr!” woman to entice Pershing away from 
replied Pershing. He continued to bar the door long enough for Mr. Dohenny 
the path, to growl ominously, to Imre to slip into his house. During the course 
strung white teeth in the moonlight. In of Mrs. l*ohenny’s subsequent remarks, 
Afr. Dohenny 1 * absence he had grown Mr. Dohenny said a number of times 
enormously in head and body; but not that he was sorry he hadn’t stayed out 
in leg. among the petunias. 

“Pershln’,” said Mr. Dohenny plain- In the morning Pershing greeted him 
lively, “can it be that you have forgot- with an innocent expression, 
ten Papa Dohenny. Have you forgot- “I hope, Mr. Dohenny," said his wife, 
ten nice, kind mans that took you for as he sipped black coffee, “that you are 
pretty walks? That fed you pretty now convinced what a splendid watch 
steaks? Thut gave you pretty baths? dog Pershing is.” 

Nice lil’ Pershin’, nice HI —" "I wish I had that fifty hack again," 

Mr. Dohenny reached down to pat the he answered. “The hank won’t give me 
shaggy head and drew bnck his hand nnothcr extension on that note, Cor- 
with something that would pass as a di-lia. When do we start ihe Dohenny 
curse In any language; Pershing had Kennels and get fifty dollar* per pup? 
given his finger a whole-hearted nip. I could use the money. Isn’t it about 
“You low-down, underslung brute." time this mutt did something to earn his 
rasped Mr. Dohenny. “Get out of my keep; he’s got the appetite of a lion.” 
way or I’ll kick the pedigree outu you.” “Don’t mind the nosey mans, Per- 
Pvrshing’g growl grew louder and ahing. We’re not a mutt,” are we, 
more menacing. Mr. Dohenny hesi- (Continued on page 23) 


from behind a law hook a bottle of an 
ancient and once honorable fluid and 
pressed it on Mr. Dohenny. 

"I promised the wife I d stay on the 
sprinklingcart,”demurred Air. Dohenny. 

“Oh, take it along,” Urged the patent 
lawyer. “You may need it for n cold 
one of these days.” 

It occurred to Air. Dohenny that if 
there is one place in the world a man 
may catch his death of cold it is on a 
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fVnkingT Ambrose, pleas? ;luu t w»y 
.uch things in his presence. It hurts him 
dreadfully- Mutt, indeed? Just look 
»t those big, gentle, knowing eyes.” 
“Look at those legs, woman,” said 

M Me despondently sipped his black 
mffee. 

I N the days that followed, Mr. Do- 
benny had little time to think of 
dogs. More pressing cares weighed 
un him. His shaving-stick business 
rt*w very ill. The citizens with the 
approach of winter grew economical in 
\ht mutter of haircutting. The l>ank 
«at hint a frank little message saying 
that it had no tfcmirc to go into the bar- 
ler bu»iness, but that it might tlnd that 
••Up necessary if Mr. Dohenny did not 
-trp round rather huuii with a little 
donation for the loan department. 

It was thoughts of this cheerless nil* 
turr that kept Mr. Dohenny tossing un- 
msily in his share of the bed, and with 
vidt^ipi-n, worried eyes doing sums on 
the moonlit ceiling. He waited the mor¬ 
row with numb pessimism. For, though 
kr had combed the town and borrowed 
ewry cent he could squeeze from friend 
i>r foe, though he had pawned his fa¬ 
vorite case of razor-, he whs three hun¬ 
dred dollars short of the needed amount. 
Three hundred dollar* is not much com¬ 
pared to all the money in the world. 
Mil to Mr. Dohenny on hia bed of anx¬ 
iety, it looked like the great wall of 
China. 

He heard the town dock boom a faint 
twu It occurred to him chat there was 
uanethlng singular, odd, about the si¬ 
lence. It took him minutes tu decide 
what it was. Then he puzzled it out. 
Pershing was not barking. It was his 
invariable custom to make harrowing 
nund* at the moon from ten in the 
trening till dawn. Mr. Dohenny had 
learned to sleep through them, eventu¬ 
ally. He pointed out to Cordelia that a 
dug that harks all the time is a deuce of 
a watch dog, and she pointed out to him 
that a dog that barks all the time, thus 
advertising its presence and it* feroc¬ 
ity, would he certain to scare off mid- 
sight prowlers. He wandered why Per- 
■brng w»* go silent. The thought skipped 
through his brain that perhaps the crea¬ 
tor* nad tun away, or been poisoned, 
and in all his worry he permitted him- 
*elf a faint smile of hope. So, he 
thought, I was born unlucky. There 
aunt be another reason. It was borne 
into his brain cells what this reason 
nut be. 

Slipping from bed without disturbing 
the dormant Cordelia, he crept on wary 
bare toes from the room and down- 
stain. Ever so faint chinking sounds 
came from the dining room. With in- 
ftsiti- caution Mr. Dohenny slid open the 
sliding door an inch. He caught his 
breath. 

There, in a patch of moonlight, 
squatted the chunky tigure of a masked 
"•an, and he wus engaged in indus- 
tnottdy wrapping up the Dohenny sit* 
1tT in bits of cloth. Now and then he 
paustd in his labors to pat caressingly 
the bend of Pershing, who stood beside 
»•» watching with fascinated interest, 
»"d wagging a pleased tail. Mr. Do 
i fu wa * l 1 “! ,| P s ‘1 l « b'* observation 
J, 7* freezing fear. The busy bur- 
rlat did not -*e him, but the dog did, 
\ k p<Mnt * n S hi* bushel of bushy head 
Tk" 11 *** let **'*' n < * cep “Orrrrrrrrrr." 
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Excerpt from Editorial in 
Collier's Weekly 
January 14,1922 


Communities having that grade of electric light 
and power service which is possible only when 
the company receives fair treatment and is 
“given a chance” will be found by comparison 
to be the leading communities in the country 
industrially, commercially and socially. 

Also it will be found that many of the 1,600,(XX) 
present owners of electric light and power com¬ 
pany securities are citizens of these progressive 
communities. Not only have they invested their 
savings wisely and well, hut they are helping 
their community to grow, and its neighboring 
territory to develop. 
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